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That's why Mr. Weiss was a miUionaire. When he bought a building he knew it was sound. And that's why he was staring at the door next to the elevator.
Because it was painted white he had almost missed it. He had opened the one upstairs in the lobby, an empty room, had expected at least a sink. Now he figured there was one of these rooms to each floor. But why? And as he stared the elevator door and the white door became matching scars in the patterned whiteness of the brick. That was it! The measurements of these rooms and those of the elevator shaft must be the same. Take out the ceilings and they'd form a second shaft. Certainly a building this size could use a second elevator.
Why hadn't they put it in? Probably something to do with the Depression.
He'd known lots of builders who'd run out of money. And Mr. Weiss got out his tape measure, knocked, didn't think anybody was inside but waited. Then he turned the old metal knob, was surprised to see a light, and he stuck his head into the crack made by his own weight. What the hell! he thought. If the door was a scar the tiny room was a wound, the walls red and blue and yellow but mostly red. It was really startling. writings on art rarely attempted in the West where criticism is pointed toward the enlightenment of the audience, not the artist. Tn the sea of ink is the divine essence. Life must be brought in at the point of the brush. The single brush stroke is the origin of all existence.' And whether or not one agreed with these aphorisms, one had to agree that an old age granting such insights was not a defeat.
Yet tonight there was the look of defeat about him. It could only be ex plained by the unfinished thing above the book, the strokes carved, chiselled, the lines stiff and weak. The man who painted it had been beclouded by things, the dust of the world. Tao-chi had seen many like this. They used their brushes like knives, cut their pictures, wore themselves out. When it was like this there was no advantage in continuing, no joy for the heart. He had wanted the man to stop, let things be concealed by things, the dust settle in the dust. Eventually the man had. Angry and frustrated, the painter had thrown his brush and fled. Now the man was inching his way down an utterly dark hall, the metal wand of a vacuum cleaner moving about his feet in slow sweeping semicircles, his shirt soaked with sweat though it wasn't hot. Slowly he moved, shuffled forward like a wary boxer, an insane match against the darkness too fast for him. Then he reared back, brought the wand down like a sledge, the heavy metal flying down the hall, mocking the man with ringing thumps. He was left with only the pipe, a cheap alloy, hardly even a metal, that he knocked against the wall. 
